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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

Loosely based around interviews following the release of their third album in late 1910. Relations were 
rumoured to be strained between the boys, particularly Jimmy and Robert. This is my fictitious twist on 
things. 


Robert held the phone shakily while expending tremendous energy not to faint or throw up over his new 
blouse, the one lately acquired on Kings Road in Chelsea. lan Gillan had recently taken him there on a temperate 
Wednesday afternoon while Robert and gang were recuperating from the Australian leg of their world tour. 
Robert pondered those precious moments at Steinberg and Tolkeins, sifting through a mass of illustrious 
theatrical gear and taking in the consoling scent of fabrics. But oh, sweet hades, the thumping in his head could 
have devoured Chelsea and most of London. The lads had always laughed about Robert's thespian fashion sense; 
teased and ribbed him backstage in a friendly albeit nagging manner. Jonesy called him The Golden Apollo, which 


was kind of rich given his own outlandish taste in accessories. 


Bugger ‘em, he snorted. 


Realising he snorted into the receiver, he interjected, "Listen mate, | feel bloody horrible. | haven't eaten since 
yesterday, unless you count Marianne's dodgy canapés, and we're due back at Abbey Road in an hour," he said 
looking at his watch. "So you can just tell Jimmy where to stu-" 


"Er, Robert, it's me. What the fuck's going on?" 


Robert winced imperceptibly. Well thats swell, just fucking swell There he was having a discreet chinwag with 
Bonzo while admittedly contemplating hanging up on the poor drummer, before John passed the phone over to 
the one person Robert least wanted to talk to. The ear-splitting marching band in his head were getting their 
yah-yahs out and Robert was finding it hard to stand upright. 


"ROBERT?" 


"l'm here," he sighed and tried to think of something to say. "Sorry Jimmy, | don't feel very well and John was 


getting on my nerves." 

"Right..so you tell him to tell me where to stuff it." 

‘I've already apologised Page, what else do you want?" 

"An explanation as to why you've been acting like a prat lately." 


Robert fell onto the sofa and its soft pillows in a gust of wind. "Look," he rubbed his eyes. "| won't lie to you; 
the truth is that | am preoccupied with something, but I'd rather we just get on with it" 


"What do you mean we?" 


Robert rubbed his temples and considered his next words very carefully. How do you talk about something to 
somebody who not so long ago displayed an aberrant show of aggression at the very mention of it? Robert 
had been walking on tenterhooks ever since, and, despite the odd look from Jimmy, had assumed the issue had 


been forgotten. Until the levee breaks, that is. Huh! That made him chuckle. 
"What's funny Robert?" 


‘Oh, nothing. | was thinking about our predicament. But don't worry, l'm sure you can find a memory wiping 


spell in one of your wretched Aleister Crowley books!" 
And with that, he hung up. 


Jimmy stood transfixed with the receiver in one hand, a pack of cigarettes in the other, and bit his lip until a 
drop of blood trailed down his chin. He knew that if he moved a mere centimetre his rage would erupt in a 


surge of torpid emissions. Robert wasn't the only one having trouble controlling his moods. 


‘Jimmy, you're bleeding!" John exclaimed. "C'mon pal lets get you to the bathroom.’ With that he accompanied a 


bewildered Jimmy into the ensuite bathroom and proceeded to press a towel to his lip. 
"| can nurse myself, ta." 


Even Jimmy wasn't entirely sure why he felt so upset. John frowned and leaned against the wall, folding his 
arms and waiting for Jimmy to speak. He knew better than to coax him into an unwanted dialogue, especially 
with regards to Robert. John wondered what had made his bandmates so upset. He vaguely remembered an 
episode in Sydney, in an aftershow bash the promoters had held for them. Robert and Jimmy were very 
conspicuous in their absence, and, following a wild goose chase, John tracked them to the hotel arboretum. 
Robert was staring at a cactus plant, his eyes red and puffy as though he had just cried. Jimmy sat Indian 
style on the floor rolling a joint. 


When John had announced his presence, the pair were taken aback and questioned him as to how long he had 


been ‘spying’ on them. 


Jonesy had figured that Robert was leaving Led Zeppelin, that he had had enough of Jimmy's antisocial 
propensities. After all, he was the real star. What was their claim to fame? More than likely being in the right 
place, at the right time. So who were they exactly, Jimmy's pawns? Flunkies, lackeys, protégés? John's head 


was spinning. 
"Is Robert leaving the band?" he blurted. 


Jimmy looked at him for a moment, then at the bloody cloth and sighed. “Course not silly. Whatever gave you 
that idea?" 


"IFs just that you and Robert have been at each other's throats ever since we came back from 0z," John 
started "Mate, Jonesy and | aren't stupid We get that something's wrong and personally l'm a bit pissed at 
being left in the dark like a godamn child. If lan Gillan is going to join the band then-" 


Jimmy burst into laughter, rendering John speechless. It was the first heartfelt emotion he had seen from the 


guitarist in weeks. 


"Oh Bonzo, Bonzo, you beautiful halfwit," he smiled at the befuddled drummer. "lan Gillan joining Led Zeppelin. Hal 
That's about as far fetched as Birmingham City winning the FA Cup this year." 


"Oil Keep the faith" John smiled, feeling relieved. "So what's the deal with Plant, if he isn't leaving then what 


gives, eh?" 
Jimmy let out a whoosh of air and lit a cigarette. He inhaled deeply and pressed a finger to his injured lip. 


"Listen mate," Jimmy began. "I don't know what's going on with Robert. But | will be going over to his shortly to 
find out." 


John nodded. "Do you want me to tag along?" 
Jimmy exhaled slowly and reclined his head against the hard bathroom wall. "Nope. | need to see Robert alone." 


Robert was in the shower when he heard a strange noise from the adjacent bedroom. He thought it sounded 
like someone fumbling through papers. When the bedsprings squeaked, alluding to the unannounced guest 
climbing into his four-poster bed, Robert conceded that he could no longer pretend it was his weary mind 
playing tricks on him. He sighed and begrudgingly turned the water off, feeling exceedingly lethargic, as though 
he didn’t really care whether someone had violated his privacy or not. He pulled a towel over himself and was 
about to open the door, when he stopped and wondered whether confronting a prospective intruder with a 
mere towel thrown over his privates was a good idea. Fuck if, he thought. As long as it didn't turn out to be 
his estranged wife, because he couldn't think of anyone who had the keys to his pad. Breathe, Robert, breathe, 


he chanted while dripping water all over the carpet. 

"Robert, get your arse out here and stop playing games," Jimmy's voice trailed behind the bathroom door. 

So it was Jimmy. That conniving piece of sh..no, he would not get upset. He took a deep breath and 
contemplated his next move. The marching band were threatening to do an encore. He finally eased open the 
door and found Jimmy sprawled on his bed. He wore dark blue jeans, a white buttoned top and leather vest. His 
luscious, dark curls were gushing over his shoulders and he looked stunning lying there, nonchalantly flicking 
through last month's copy of the Melody Maker. Robert wanted to say something but he suddenly felt very 


self-conscious of himself, standing there looking like an idiot with nothing but a soaked towel to his name. 


"Nice of you to join me," Jimmy put the magazine aside and looked up at Robert. "Sorry to interrupt your 


shower." 
"Who gave you the right to barge into my house like that?" 


"When | rang the bell several times and no one answered, | used my key. You gave it to me last year when you 
bought this dump, remember?" Jimmy tossed his hair back, oblivious to the effect he was having on Robert. 


"Yeah well, | was in the shower." 

"Blatantly," Jimmy grinned and proceeded to light a cigarette. "When | couldn't find an appropriate rite to..ehm, 
wipe my memory, was it? | decided to pay you a visit and seek your advice on the matter," he exhaled a long 
trail of smoke and grinned. 

"Are you making fun of me?" said Robert behind clenched teeth. 


"Calm down. You seriously need to chill, Plant, got any chocolate?" 


‘Chocolate, you want a fuckin’ mars bar?" 


Jimmy rolled his eyes and sat up on Robert's bed. "Not that kind of chocolate, luv, why don't you dry yourself 


up and sit down for a moment. We need to talk." 

Robert leaned back against the bathroom door and crossed his arms. He could barely contain his upset. "Is that 
so? And there | thought you were looking for some pot or to pick a fight with me. If it's the latter, you could 
have waited another hour until you saw me in the goddamn studio.” 

"| cancelled our evening session, Robert, | think we're all too exhausted for that," Jimmy pulled himself 
gracefully off the bed, reminding Robert of an exotic feline, and walked slowly towards him. Robert felt 


cornered by the door but couldn't move a muscle. 


"Fuck sake!" Jimmy stopped a few inches shy of Robert. "I didn't come here to give you a bollocking. Just 


answer my question, all right? Do you, or do you not, have any pot?" 
Robert's mouth was dry. "Yes, |.think | have some in the drawer to your right” 


Jimmy nodded. 


Chapter 2 


Robert sorted through a pile of jumbled clothes while Jimmy, delighted with the newfound treasure in Robert's 


drawer, rolled a particularly long spliff. 
"Cool paper, Plant, where'd you find it?" 


Robert pulled on a black t-shirt and green corduroys. His head was humming with an endless set of platitudes, 
desperately trying to conjure up something benign, something non-committal and mundane to say. He could do a 
fairly good job at playing the impenetrable iceman when the other lads were around. But this was a whole 

other kettle of fish. Jimmy was strumming to a different tune today, and Robert didn't know whether he could 


sing along. Jimmy lit the joint and lay back on the bed, eyes closed, a diminutive smile gracing his lips. 


"Ehm, in a little bazaar in Amsterdam," he finally said and walked to the bed, carefully sitting at the edge, like a 


boy nearing a callous threshold. "It reminded me of that joint Sandy was smoking, you know the one | mean" 


Jimmy passed the spliff to Robert and sat up, reclining on his elbows, his eyes poring into Robert's. "Sure, | 


remember." 


Robert took a long drag and closed his eyes. "She's a cool chick, Sandy," he said with a grin. "I wouldn't mind 


giving her one." 
Jimmy laughed. "She reminds me of you." 


"Oh? | suppose we're both lead singers of a band.er, we're both graced with dazzling flaxen manes," he smiled 


and lay back on an embroidered cushion, taking in another drag and returning it to Jimmy. 


"You both have that certain je ne sais quoi" Jimmy smiled. "Shame she's leaving the Fairport Convention. | hear 


she's been having trouble with Ashley, bless her." 

Jimmy thought Robert looked much calmer and hoped he wouldn't chew his head off when prompted about the 
real issue at hand. He was going to have to find a creative way to approach this. Thankfully, now that Robert 
was high, the odds were in his favour. Oh yeah, God is alive and well in a spliff. Halle-fuckin-lujah. 


"It sucks, doesn't it Rob, when years of hard work are brought to a tragic conclusion following silly interlude." 


Robert started combing his wet hair. “Sure is, look at the Beatles. | still can't believe that rotter McCartney 
sued the others!" 


Jimmy nodded. "Tragic. We won't let that shit happen to us," he said and passed the joint back to Robert. "Here, 


let me comb your hair." 


Comb and spliff were exchanged, and Robert turned around, his back to Jimmy. He took in a long drag while 
Jimmy proceeded to comb Robert's golden locks. Taking in the familiar scent of Robert's herbal shampoo, 
Jimmy sighed. Robert leaned back into Jimmy, and the pair savoured the moment for the precious, fleeting 
lapse of reason that it was. Jimmy worked on the soft curls cascading down Robert's wet shirt, his heart 
quickening with every passing moment. Robert stubbed out the joint in a nearby ashtray, leaned closer into 
Jimmy, and closed his eyes. 


Jimmy swallowed, his mouth now uncomfortably dry. "Robert, lah shit, tell me that you're not leaving the 


band." 
Robert's eyes opened at that. "The fuck | am. Whatever gave you that idea?" 


"You know what l'm talking about," Jimmy sighed and tugged at a stubborn knot in Robert's hair. "We haven't 
been getting along lately and." he put the comb down, unable to continue the job with Robert practically lying 


against his chest. "| don't know. | realise that I've been antagonistic ever since we came back." 
"Ever since that night in Sydney, you mean,’ Robert interjected. 


"Yes, ever since that night in Sydney," Jimmy whispered and pulled his arms over Robert, embracing him 
gently from behind. Robert closed his eyes and a tear escaped the facade, slowly gushing down his face. Jimmy 
brushed a tentative finger over Robert's cheek and wiped the tear away. 


"Look, | know I've been an arse about it," Jimmy sighed. "But I'm not as strong as you are. When we..when what 


happened happened." 
"You can't even say it!" 


Jimmy turned Robert to him. "Fine. When we FUCKED, does that make you feel any better? When we SHAGGED, 
how's that? | woke up the next day with a headache the size of Queensland. | couldn't bear to look you in the 
eye so | coped the best way | knew how, | forgot it ever happened. | blanked it out, like a wretched memory 
you spend years trying to repress. l'm just not used to this kind of shit Robert; I'm not queer.” 


"Perish the thought!" spat Robert. "This isn't about being queer, it's about being a coward. | can't go on 
pretending that nothing happened between us. | just can't." 


"Well mate, you're obviously coping a lot better than | am," Jimmy said, almost to himself. He looked up at 
Robert, who was standing by the bed with a look that spoke of so much pain that an ache formed in his chest. 
"You're right, | am a coward," he sighed and stood up. "I'll be off then, it's getting late." 


"FUCK OFF! l'm not letting you off the hook Page. We will sort this rot out now or lan may as well sodding 
replace me," Robert stalked away heavily to the kitchen 


Thank goodness, Jimmy thought, and fell back onto the bed. 


He lay on his back, tapping fingers against one of the bed poles, and cursed himself silently for being a 
spineless git. Mary mother of shite, | fucking love hm. Ever since that first moment he set eyes on the smiley, 
gangly teenager on that desolate platform in 1968 he felt an unsurpassable attachment to him. This was more 
than mere comradeship or brotherly love of sorts. He loved Bonzo and Jonesy too, yet he did not experience 


that familiar twinge in his stomach every time they walked into a room. 


Oh bloody hell, what the fuck is happening to me, he pondered. Why does the sight of Robert in that wet shirt 
make me tighten with lewd, fucking breathless anticpation? 


After a few minutes Robert returned to the bedroom with two mugs of coffee and handed Jimmy one. 


"Cheers," Jimmy smiled up at Robert and felt that familiar pang in his groin when Robert smiled back. 
‘Listen Jimmy," Robert began, resuming his earlier position on the bed. "I don't want to fight with you, but if 
we are to put this business behind us | need to understand why it happened. If you never want a repeat 
performance and to tuck it away, never to resurface again, that's cool with me. But | need to understand what 
was going on in your head, because after all Jimmy, it was YOU who seduced ME” 

Jimmy couldn't argue with that. He sat up and pulled a pack of fags from his pocket. 

"You'll die of lung cancer, ya know." 

"Heh," Jimmy chuckled. "That's precious coming from you Robert" 

"| don't smoke as much as you, luv, | have my voice to consider.” 

"Yeah, well, and | play the axe. | will expire young anyway." 

"Live fast, die young, and leave a good looking corpse," Robert sighed and passed Jimmy the lighter. Jimmy 
fired up a cigarette and considered his words carefully, unsure of how to explain the chaotic bedlam in his 
head to Robert. 

"Gods, I've been such a bastard." 

"We have already established that." 

Jimmy grinned. Robert's hair was almost dry now, his majestic locks curling into gold-spun tresses. 

"Robert, I'm not trying to avoid the issue, okay, but there is something | would like to know." 


"0h?" Robert tilted his head. 


"What turns you on?" 


Robert narrowed his eyes and looked at Jimmy for a moment. "I tend to vary depending on situations and 


personal blackness levels," he said and reached for the coffee. 
Jimmy nodded. "Anything else?" 


‘Sometimes | am happy to follow the competent. Other times | yearn to push the useless out of the way and 


take charge. As in life, so in sex." 
"Uh huh." 
"Why?" 


"Just thinking ‘bout sexual attraction, the inner-workings of it. Meeting people with whom | share a true mix of 
intellectual and physical chemistry, is rare," Jimmy gave Robert a meaningful gaze and let the subsequent 


silence speak for itself. 


Robert's heart quickened and he knew it had nothing to do with caffeine. "What are you saying, Jimmy?" he 
finally said. 


Jimmy moved in closer to Robert and took the steaming mug from his hand, placing it on the floor. He stubbed 
out his cigarette and slowly ran a finger through a lock of Robert's hair, pausing to take in its marvelous 
scent. Robert shut his eyes and savoured Jimmy's exquisite touch. His long fingers touched him now, leisurely, 


eagerly provoking a line of flesh down Robert's body. 


Chapter 3 


Robert trembled while Jimmy caressed his curls and lightly brushed his lips against Robert's ear. Oh, fuck, 
thought Robert. This is precisely what augmented their steamy night together a few months ago in Australia, 


and it was going to happen all over again. 
"Jimmy," Robert whispered. "You're doing it again" 
Jimmy breathed into Robert's ear. "Shall | stop, then?" 


Robert didn't know whether to take a swing at Jimmy or shove a tongue down his throat. The violent stirring 
in his pants, however, was decisive. Jimmy flicked a quick tongue along his ear and sucked in the lobe, Robert 
gasped and a small moan escaped his mouth. Jimmy grinned and lay back on the bed with his arms behind his 


neck, a wistful look adorning his beautiful delicate face. 


"W..why are you doing this?" Robert whispered. "This is exactly what happened in Sydney. Now you wanna do it 
again. Why?" 


Jimmy lay frozen on the bed, reluctant to say anything. 
"Answer me! Damn you Page." 


Robert climbed off the bed and stood by the French window. Jimmy bit his lower lip again. The already bruised 


lip throbbed in reaction to his incessant prodding, and Jimmy let out a small whimper. 


"What's wrong?" Robert turned to Jimmy and leaned back on the window, arms crossed. 
"Nothing. Just hurt my lip a bit" 


He looked exceptional, lying on the bed touching his lip and checking for blood. Funnily enough, despite Jimmy 
being a few odd years older, Robert always felt rather protective of him. Jimmy was such a quiet creature. 
However, Robert knew that this calm fagade was greatly misleading. There were remarkably passionate depths 


to Jimmy's tranquillity, and a power so raw and formidable that he had often felt quite besieged by it. 
"What are you thinking about?" Jimmy asked quietly. 


He looked positively wild, lying there with scarlet traces of blood underlying the perfection of his chin, his eyes 


almost completely veiled by a mass of dark curls. 


"What the fuck happened to your lips?" Robert went back to the bed. He sat Indian-style beside Jimmy and 
raised the guitarists chin so he could take a better look at the bruised lip. Robert unconsciously licked his own 


lips and observed, to his dismay, that Jimmy had never looked more beautiful to him. The medieval epitome of 


a fallen angel. 

"Jimmy," he whispered. "You're too fucking beautiful for words. Like a Botticelli.” 

Jimmy brushed a lock of hair from his eyes and gazed into Roberts’. 

"Drink." 

"Drink?" Robert instinctively poised a thumb over Jimmy's injured lip and found it increasingly hard to breathe. 
"L am bleeding,” said Jimmy, and his long eyelashes fluttered shut. 


Robert did not need any further prompting. He pressed his lips to Jimmy's tender flesh and carefully licked the 
droplets of blood off his chin, enveloping his hand around Jimmy's neck to obtain a firmer grip. Robert's tongue 
gently lapped up the blood and trailed its way up to Jimmy's lips. He flicked his tongue over Jimmy's lower lip 
and the guitarist let out a small whimper. 


"Do you want something to take the edge off?" 


Jimmy shook his head and pulled Robert closer into his embrace. Robert and Jimmy were kissing passionately 
now, their tongues darting ardently into each other's mouths, exploring every speck and trace of their 
newfound refuge. Robert sucked Jimmy's bruised lip, now swollen from their fervent kiss. First, lightly, trailing 
his tongue over it and teasingly nibbling the roused flesh. Then, harder, savouring the metallic taste, making 
Jimmy squirm under him and dig his nails into Robert's nape. Jimmy moaned and grasped Robert's hair, slightly 
tugging at his golden tresses. 


Robert withdrew from Jimmy's lips, his own were the colour burgundy to echo Jimmy's. He gazed into the 
guitarists eyes for a moment and tried to form the words in his head, the words that had been tormenting 


him for months. Little did he know that Jimmy had been brooding over them for years. 
"Jimmy," he whispered, and gently kissed Jimmy's eyelashes. "I want to say something." 


Jimmy ran his fingers down Robert's back and lifted his shirt, slowly taking it off. He missed a beat at the 
sight of Robert's bare chest, his skin soft as the purest Moroccan velvet. He had seen Robert shirtless 


countless times before, but this time it was different somehow, for his eyes only. 
"Shh," Jimmy whispered. "Not now." 


Robert flashed a smile and proceeded to unzip Jimmy's leather vest, his blue eyes shining like a gemstone. He 
pulled off Jimmy's vest and unbuttoned his shirt, taking his time with each button, unhurriedly revealing the 
guitarists elegant chest and strong, muscular arms. That was another ruse about Jimmy, his lithe frame 
deluding the onlooker to believe that he was frail. The truth was that years of lugging amps and playing hulking 


guitars had resulted in marvellously toned arms. Robert stroked these strapping arms, and Jimmy rolled to his 


side, motioning Robert to follow suit. They lay on the bed, parallel to one another, and Jimmy moved in to kiss 
Robert. They kissed wholeheartedly, urging into each other's arms and running eager hands over each other's 
backs. Their play reminded Robert of a tug of war as each dominant male tried to succumb his partner in a 
battle of wills. 

Jimmy pinned Robert down and climbed on top of him, smiling defiantly into his eyes. 

"So then," Jimmy's voice was low. "What do you want me to do now?" 

"God, this feels good." 

"Gods." 

"Huh?" Robert said. 


"You said god, singular. There is more than one god." 


‘Christ on a stick, Page, you wanna have a theological debate?" he laughed, as Jimmy worked his way down 


Robert's chest. 

"No. | want to fuck you." 

Jimmy took Roberts left nipple into his mouth. Robert shuddered while Jimmy continued to work on the nipple, 
and, while gently brushing his nimble fingers down Robert's body, he stopped at the bulge in his trousers and 
cupped the aroused member. 


"Jimmy." Robert moaned and took a handful of the guitarists ebony hair. 


"Mmm?" Jimmy flicked a tongue over the roused nipple and looked up at Robert, grinning provocatively. "Any 


complaints?" 

‘Jimmy are you sure this is a good idea? You know what happened last time.. 

"Yeah, you came harder than a monsoon 

Jimmy took Robert's length into his mouth, and Robert quivered slightly from the sudden warmth. He 
murmured Jimmy's name, his back arching slightly, as he pressed Jimmy's head down further with his hands. 
He felt Jimmy's tongue running up and down his shaft, and his hips bucked slightly, but Jimmy kept them still 
as he let his teeth scrape lightly over the soft flesh, eliciting a quiet yelp. Grinning at that, he continued to 
work on Robert's cock in a slow, steady rhythm, and Robert moaned loudly, tilting his hips and panting. 


"Oh god..gods, l'm coming." 


"Call the Goddess," Jimmy said. 

"Fuck, none of that Wiccan shit now," he gasped, on the verge of climax. 

Jimmy withdrew. "Call the Goddess, Robert, or | will stop." 

"You gotta be kidding, you insane fuck! Okay, whatever." 

Jimmy smiled and took Robert back into his mouth. 

"Oh, god..goddess. Fuck. Dark Hecate, fuuuuuck!" 

With a flash of blinding white light behind his eyelids, Robert came into Jimmy's mouth, crying out, his body 
racking with pleasure. Jimmy lapped eagerly at Robert's release, swallowed all that he could, and wiped off his 
mouth with the back of his hand 

"You taste of liquid fire," Jimmy rested his head on Roberts thigh. 

Robert tried to steady his breathing and swallowed, his mouth dry as the desert. 


"FY, | haven't finished with you yet." 


Robert gazed at Jimmy. What was the dark lord of rock going to conjure next? 


Chapter 4 


Robert lay sprawled on the divan, motionless and contented, adrift in nirvana. Jimmy reclined against one of the 
many embellished cushions adorning Robert's bed and lit a cigarette. Robert sighed. This could be so simple, he 
mused, running his fingers lazily up Jimmy's thighs. Jimmy smiled and took a long drag from his Marlboro. 


"So was it really a little death?" 

"La petite morte," murmured Robert. "Déterminé, mon ami." 

Jimmy sighed as waves of ambiguity washed over him. He desired Robert, truly wanted him. Nonetheless, he 
realised miserably that he could never give himself to Robert. Oh sure, he could indulge and manipulate him 
but never truly liberate his inhibitions and give himself wholeheartedly. The snakes in his head would not allow 
it. 

"Jimmy?" Robert smiled and whistled something nondescript under his breath. 


"Robert," he sighed, sitting upright. "| am really tired, would you mind if | crashed?" The words sounded 


ridiculous even to Jimmy. Robert's ensuing frown was no surprise. 


"You want to sleep, Jimmy? | thought we were just getting started," Robert proceeded to brush his lips 


delicately across Jimmy's neck. 

The kiss began as a brush of lips, an exploration of tongues. Then, lust rolled through their mouths, like two 
souls changing places. The rush of impassioned energy slammed their bodies together, and Jimmy felt his body 
and Robert's bow backwards. Desire tore through them and ripped muffled groans from both their throats. 
"Robert," Jimmy withdrew, breathless. "I don't want to hurt you." 

"Then don't." 

Jimmy wanted to interject with excuses as to why they shouldn't be doing this. He seemed to come up with an 
endless line of reasonable justifications, to no avail. Robert's firm hand trailing up his hard cock rendered all 


these sensibilities pointless. 


"Rob..ah, gods," Jimmy moaned. "I want you badly, but l'm not sure | can handle this. Someone is going to end up 


getting hurt, whatever we do one of us is gonna be fucked." 


"l'm counting on it." 


"What?" 


"Fuck sake," Robert snapped. "Stop fretting like a little girl, Im not offering you to the grim reaper. | thought 
you wanted this." 


"Sod that, maybe | changed my mind." 

Robert seized Jimmy's shoulders and shook him. "Listen to me, you fucking tosser, you are NOT doing this to 
me again! I've had enough of your indecisiveness and twisted little defence mechanisms. Now this shit ends 
here, either grow up and stop being such a fucking coward or you can bugger off once and for all. 

"Don't be so dramatic, this isn't a soap opera" 

Robert let go of Jimmy and muffled a scream. 

Jimmy proceeded to fire up another Marlboro. 

"You know what, Jimmy, get out" 

"What?" 


| said GET OUT! Take your fucking fags, smug remarks and bad attitude and get the fuck off my property!" 


"Percy, calm down," Jimmy lay a cautious hand on Robert's shoulder. Robert responded by shoving Jimmy and 
accidentally stubbing his cigarette on Jimmy's hand. 


"Fuck! Was that really necessary?" Jimmy glared at Robert. 


"No, but you deserved it all the same," he muttered and got off the bed, walked to the adjacent window and 
stared out at the peaceful night. A gentle breeze carried into the room and stroked Robert's flushed cheeks. 


"As if | didn't have enough bruises and cuts already," Jimmy muttered behind Robert. "But hurting my hand, 


that was bad form mate, | won't be able to play tomorrow." 

"Fuck off, Page. | didn't burn you with that cigarette on purpose." 

"Could have fooled me." 

When Robert remained silent for a few more moments, Jimmy got off the bed and went to him, putting his 
arms around Robert's waist and embracing him from behind. Robert froze. Jimmy trailed a hand over his 


mass of silky curls and pulled them gently to one side, nuzzling Robert's nape and kissing him lightly. 


"Jimmy," he breathed. "| can't do this again. | can't take this hot/cold treatment anymore, it's fucking me up. It 


really is." 


"I know," Jimmy planted featherlike kisses over Robert's neck. Robert shrugged him off and looked sternly into 


Jimmy's eyes. 
"Is that what you want then, to fuck me up?" 


Jimmy's eyes pored into Robert's and he felt hypnotised for a moment. Then it dawned on him. The moment of 
clarity lit Jimmy's eyes with wizened luminosity and he smiled. 


"| do" 


Their mouths locked in a sudden song of sorcery. Jimmy and Robert kissed passionately and the entwined 
energies began to roll apart and slide into their separate houses of flesh. Robert buckled to the floor. 


"What was that?" he panted. 
Jimmy stood spellbound above Robert and couldn't move a muscle. 
"| don't know, l." he finally managed. "I tried to call the Goddess while kissing you and.something happened." 


"Why do that at all, Jimmy, what in tarnation is happening to you?" Robert looked up at the guitarist with 


pained eyes. 

Jimmy was in a daze. He moved towards the bed and collapsed onto one of the cushions. Robert followed him 
and sat beside Jimmy, caressing his mound of dark curls. He began to sing quietly, softly lulling his friend to 
composure. Jimmy had always told Robert that his voice calmed him. 

"The Queen of Light took her bow 

And then she turned to go 

The Prince of Peace embraced the gloom 

And walked the night alone" 

Jimmy turned a pair of red eyes to Robert, who proceeded to stroke his delicate features tenderly. 

"Gosh," exclaimed Jimmy. "What was that?" 

"Just something I've been working on" 

"IFs so evocative," said Jimmy pensively. "Let me get the acoustic and." 


"Not now, luv, we can do that later." 


Jimmy sighed and pulled Robert into an embrace. Everything was silent now, the night had matured and flecks 


of moonlight were streaming into the bedroom where the troubled bandmates lie embraced. 


"Ro... 
"Shhh," Robert soothed. "Don't worry, everything will be alright 


Jimmy drowsily caressed Robert's curls and the pair talked softly, peacefully, under the watchful gaze of the 
gods. 


Chapter 5 


Jimmy awoke the next morning to the soft, dulcet sound of birdsong carrying in from the garden. He yawned, 
flicked a hand over his ruffled dark mane and smiled as he caught a glimpse of Robert's sleeping frame under 
the duvet, his back mounting gently, steadily with each breath. Robert wasn't going to wake up any time soon, 
Jimmy decided. 

He climbed out of the bed and flinched as the bedsprings squeaked to attention. Lingering momentarily over 
Robert's slumbering form, he leaned down and planted a tender kiss on the singer's hair. He then entered the 
ensuite bathroom and took a leak, after which he walked downstairs and rummaged around the kitchen for 
some cigarettes. 

‘Only bloody Camels," he grunted. "Hideous," he proceeded to light one up. 

Furnished with a crumpled packet of cigarettes and a glass of water, Jimmy walked out to the patio's sliding 
doors and let himself out, taking in the fresh morning air and making himself comfortable in a lattice garden 
chair overlooking an art nouveau fountain with a dragonfly birdbath in its midst. 

"Oh Robert," he sighed. "So this is what you spend the band's money on" 

Jimmy finished his cigarette and stubbed it out. Then he stood up and headed for the lush grass, where he 
sat Indian style on the ground and began to meditate, murmuring a Celtic mantra under his breath. The 
guitarist remained in that position for 20 minutes. 

"Fuck!" Jimmy yelled, looking up at Robert. "Did you have to scare me like that?" 

"Yep," Robert laughed. "I can resist anything except temptation 

"That so, Oscar," Jimmy got up, flexing his muscles. 

| see that you've helped yourself to my smokes.” 

‘Lamentably," Jimmy grimaced. "How can you smoke that shit?" 


"Easy, | don't do it very offen" 


They chuckled and walked back to the house. Once in the kitchen, Robert popped on the coffee machine and 
buried his nose in the fridge. 


"Oh brother," he sighed. "No bacon or eggs, nor marmalade." 


"No marmalade?" exclaimed Jimmy. 


"Nope 
"How can you live like this," Jimmy made a face. "Without any decent cigarettes or marmalade?" 
"Marlboros, coffee and orange preserve. The cornerstone diet of every musician" 

"Exactly." 


Robert laughed and closed the fridge. "Alright, how about we ditch this place and go over to Ritchie's for 
breaky?" 


"That wanker?" Jimmy spat. "| never quite understood why you bother with him." 
"He's a nice chap-" 


"Once you get to know him," Jimmy interrupted. "Yeah, so I'm told. Somehow | don't really dig having to work 


hard to like someone, Robert." 
"He's intimidated by you, Jimmy, give the lad a break" 


"My arse. | know what goes on in his twisted little head," Jimmy paused to light a cigarette. "I know what he's 
after." 


"Enlighten me." 
"Youl" Jimmy snapped. "Geez, these fags are awful." 


"So stop fucking smoking them!" Robert laughed. "And don't be ridiculous. How many goddamn times do | have to 
tell you that l'm not joining Deep Purple. Jesus fucking Christ. lan gets the same shit from Ritchie." 


"Funny, that." 


"What the fuck, Jimmy, do you actually expect me to stop seeing lan and Ritchie just because you don't like 
them?" 


"That would be nice." 
Robert rolled his eyes and poured himself and Jimmy some freshly brewed coffee. 
"Here, put this in your mouth. Might put a stop to your prattle." 


The telephone rang. 


Robert went to answer it and Jimmy took a swig of coffee, noticing a magnet on Robert's fridge. It read ‘Hence 
shrines were built, and an appreciative throng of believers came to exchange coins and paper for some dark 
liquid pleasure’ Jimmy smiled and took another sip of the coffee. Robert's voice trailed from the sitting room. 


"No, it's cool," Robert walked into the kitchen pressing a cordless phone to his ear. "Yeah, go on" 


"Brilliant," Jimmy sighed. "That's all we needed. Some dumbass loser to invent the cordless phone so we can 
walk around the house, do the gardening, eat, shit, shower and jerk off while talking on the phone to mommy.’ 


"Shhh," Robert stifled a laugh. 


Jimmy went upstairs to wash. He borrowed a shirt from Robert and buttoned up his leather vest when he 
heard Robert climb up the stairs and enter the bedroom. Robert took one look at Jimmy and grinned. 


"Whatcha smirking about, Percy?" 


"Nothing much," Robert replied and sat on the bed. "That was John by the way. Wanted to know if everything 
was okay.." Robert dragged out the last word. 


"Uh huh," Jimmy said distractedly. 
"What did you tell him?" 


"Bout what?" 


"When Bonzo asked whether you and | were okay, | kinda got the feeling that he wasn't enquiring after our 
health." 


"Ah 

"Ah," repeated Robert. "That all you have to offer?" 

"Fuck, | didn't tell him anything,” Jimmy turned to look at Robert. “What do you think?" 
"| dunno," Robert tilted his head and eyed Jimmy. "That's why | asked" 


"He and Jonesy aren't stupid, Robert. They noticed the tension between us and John asked me about it 
yesterday.” 


"Huh," murmured Robert. "And what did you say to him?" 


"Nothing," Jimmy shrugged. "There's nothing to say. ls there?" 


"Guess not" 

Jimmy knelt on the floor beside the bed, taking Roberts hand and squeezing it gently. Robert placed his hands 
over either side of Jimmy's head and leaned down to kiss his lips. Their kiss quickened until Jimmy leapt up 
over Robert and dragged him across the bed until his entire body covered Robert's. They kissed animatedly, 


heatedly running their hands over each other's bodies and tearing at their clothes. Robert ripped off Jimmy's 
shirt and threw it on the pillow. 


"Whoa there, Robert," Jimmy panted. "That's YOUR shirt you've just torn ya know." 
"Wha." Robert lifted his mouth from Jimmy's chest and looked at the crumpled shirt. 
"Oh, that," he grinned. Jimmy took a double take at the shirt and realised what he'd been wearing. 


"That's a fucking Deep Purple ‘In Rock’ tour shirt! he exclaimed. "So that's what you were snickering about 


when you saw me in it!" 


Robert threw his head back and laughed. 


Chapter 6 


The following day was spent frolicking around EMI in St John's Wood, kicking off the recording of Led Zep's 
fourth album. The lads were getting on much better than usual, and the uncomfortable tension that fouled 
their gatherings over recent weeks seemed to have vanished. Jimmy was fiddling with the controls of his 
Marshal stack and cursing under his breath while Bonzo drummed a cyclic rhythmic pattern Jimmy turned to 
look at the drummer. 

"| didn't realise you liked Pink Floyd.” 

"Whey, kudos for recognising it” 

"Mason's drumming is rather elaborate," shrugged Jimmy. "Particularly on that song." 

"True," agreed Bonzo. "It's probably my fave." 

Jimmy chucked. "An instrumental number, huh?" 

"And why not?" 


Robert's voice came over the PA. "Cause it's fucking tiresome." 


He stood in the adjacent control room and grinned at the drummer from behind the glass window. John Paul 


Jones stood behind him with a beer in his hand and laughed inaudibly. 
"Thought you two went to the pub." 


"| need to speak to Peter about something," Robert said. "He went to the loo, the bugger's been there for at 


least fifteen minutes." 

"Spare us the details man," Bonzo muttered. 

"What do you need him for?" 

"| wanted to know whether he'd heard back from the States about Jimi's tribute." 

"Oh, right," Jimmy nodded. "Well if you wait a couple more minutes I'll come with." 

"Kay," Robert replied and switched off the PA. He said something to Jonesy and the bassist nodded. 


Jimmy resumed fiddling with the controls on his amp. "Oh, for crying out loud!" 


"What's wrong now?" 


Jimmy muttered something under his breath. Bonzo got off the stool and kicked the bass drum dejectedly as 
he walked pass the kit. 


"WHATI?" 
"Man are you done fucking about with that amp?" 

"Just a sec, lm configuring the setting for my new fazer.” 

"Right," Bonzo rolled his eyes. "I gotta get outta here, Page, seeya in the pub: 
‘Later. 


Jimmy worked on the fazer for a few minutes when he heard the PA bleep on. He looked up to find Robert 


grinning at him from the control room. 

"You look hot sitting there," Robert drawled. "Making sport with a piece o'junk" 

Jimmy's eyes widened at that. "Junk?" 

"Have | insulted you baby?" 

"Thought you were at the pub with the others, Plant.” 

"Nope. Told you | was looking for Peter, turns out he buggered off to the pub with the others.” 
Jimmy chuckled. "Sounds right 

"So, you gonna be done there any time soon Jimmy?" 


"Fuck it," Jimmy switched off the amp with a thud. "Yeah, though to be honest | don't feel like going down the 
pub at the moment" 


"Ditto." 


Robert motioned Jimmy to join him in the control room. Jimmy smiled and walked heavily out of the studio, 
turned left and walked up the short flight of steps to the control room of studio number two. He opened the 
door and found Robert hunched over the control panel fiddling with the equalizers. 


"Listen to this," Robert said when he heard Jimmy close the door behind him. He switched on the analogue Real 


player and Bonzo's voice boomed out sprouting a line of oaths amidst the crashing of cymbals, ear-splitting 


feedback and some incomprehensible natter that sounded like ‘not the fucking carrot. 

"Please tell me it gets better." 

"Hang on, Jimmy, it's coming." 

A sequence of raw guitar chugs, a moment's silence, then Robert's distinguishable vocals belting out the 
beginning of "Black Dog". When the song had concluded to Jonesy's triumphant yelling of "HOT DAAAAAAAMN!" 
and some muffled clapping, Robert switched off the tape and beamed at Jimmy. 

"Gods, THAT WAS AWESOME!" 

"Yeah, | heard it earlier before Pete left," Robert grinned. "I thought you'd like it" 

"Hell yeah, | can't believe how perfect it is, prior to any mixing | mean. It's a genuinely good take." 

"| know," Robert nodded and flicked off the controls. "So, fancy paying Mr Epsom a visit?" 

Jimmy frowned. "I thought he was still in Monaco for the Grand Prix." 

"He is," Robert grinned. "I've got the spare key to his office." 


"That so," Jimmy raised an eyebrow. "Now that presents a whole myriad of possibilities." 


"Doesn't it just," Robert poised an arm around Jimmy's neck and pulled him in closer, his lips almost grazing 


Jimmy's. 

"The others are expecting us, you know." 

"Blast ‘em," Robert murmured. "Come on." 

Jimmy grinned. The pair left the studio and took the lift to the third floor where Mr Epsom's office was 
situated. It was past office hours and Mrs Ardill, the secretary, had left for the day. Robert produced the 
aforementioned key and unlocked the door. 

"How come you have a key to the ole man's bureau anyway?" inquired Jimmy. 

"l'm resourceful," chuckled Robert and opened the door, revealing a pitch-black room. "Jeez, its dark in here." 


"Black as the pit from pole to pole." 


"Henley, right?" 


"You're a man of many talents, Plant.” 

"Damn straight." 

Jimmy eyed a glass-stained lamp by the door and flicked it on. To their left they observed a large grandfather 
clock ticking rather noisily in their direction, as though the pair had irritatingly invaded its covert inner 
sanctum. Nestled beside the clock was an impressive Marquetry table veneered in Maplewood and laced with an 
assortment of candlesticks and various other ornaments, rendering the office something of an eerie 
atmosphere. To their right, a set of antique-looking sofas with art-deco coverlets and embroidered pillow 
shams. 

"Nice place," whistled Jimmy in approval. "I can see why the old man keeps it locked." 

‘Or why he's usually here from dawn to dusk," commented Robert. "I reckon the sad bastard needs a life." 
Robert lay back on the generous mille-fleurs sofa and motioned Jimmy to follow suit. Jimmy smiled, shook his 
head, and walked to the cherrywood liquor cabinet. Robert reclined comfortably against a cushion and noticed a 
large Salisbury arch mirror on the wall 

"Woa" exclaimed Jimmy. "Get a load of this chartreuse, it looks ancient.” 

"Then maybe you shouldn't be drinking it” 

"Not gonna fucking touch it, don't worry," Jimmy sighed. "Shit, doesn't the bugger have any whiskey?" 
"Probably not any marmalade either," teased Robert. "Whatcha gonna do?" 


"Settle for brandy." 


Robert eyed his guitar god cum warlock lover appreciatively. Jimmy took a long swig of brandy and stalked 
towards Robert, eyeing him forebodingly. 


"Up," he ordered. Robert stood up from the sofa and faced Jimmy, a grin adorning his face. 

A few yards away, at the Horse and Cart pub, Ritchie Blackmore took another swig of beer and eyed the door 
nervously. Bonzo was howling with laughter while lan Gillan waffled on about a rampant groupie who scared the 
shit out of Ritchie a couple of days ago after a Deep Purple concert at Alexander Palace. John Paul Jones 
swayed back and forth on his stool and shook his head at lan. 

"Hahahaha," chortled Bonzo. "That oughta do it!" 


"Yeah, and | don't give a flying fuck if Joe had to call in the cops afterwards," enthused lan. "There's no such 
thing as bad publicity." 


"Rubbish!" spat Ritchie. "We've been through enough shit for one year without Joe egging on that fucking 


nutter." 
"What are you afraid of," asked Jonesy. "A court case?" 
"Don't be daft," Ritchie muttered and lit another cigarette. "This ain't America" 


"Nah, but | betcha The Sun will pay her a fortune for an exclusive on her shenanigans with Ritchie!" laughed 


lan. 
"Hal" cheered Bonzo. "| can see it now, BLACK NIGHT ENSUES AT PURPLE ROMP." 


Everybody laughed except Ritchie who stubbed out his cigarette and skulked off to the bar to get another 


beer. 

"He's a bit sensitive our Ritchie," lan said and winked at Bonzo. 

Hl say." 

"To be honest," Jonesy sighed. "I think you guys overdid it a little. He's obviously upset, why make it worse?" 
"Because it's fun, innit. Where the fuck are Jimmy and Robert?" frowned lan. 

"Beats me," shrugged Bonzo. "When | left Jimmy was still tinkering in the studio, dunno where Rob is." 
"Figures," grinned lan. "He's probably powdering his nose." 

"Our golden Apollo," Chuckled Jonesy. 

Ritchie stalked wearily back to the table holding a pint of larger in one hand and a fresh pack of cigarettes in 
the other. He sat down in his seat, careful not to look anybody in the eye. The others exchanged knowing grins 
and started to sing. 

"Black night, is not right, 

| don't feel, so bright, 

| don't care, to sit tight, 

Maybe HI find on the way down the line 

That Im freeeeee!" 


"Put a sock in it you fucking wankers!" 


Meanwhile, back in Mr Epsom's office, Robert and Jimmy were making out fervidly on the thick Persian rug. 


Their clothes were sprawled everywhere and a lone porcelain figurate lie shattered in the corner. Robert 
withdrew from Jimmy, breathing heavily. He looked at the guitarist for a moment and kissed his shoulder 
softly before lying down in front of him on the rug. He felt two of Jimmy's fingers inside him and whimpered, 
his head flicking back, as they began gently moving back and forth. He bit down on his lip, hard, and cried out in 


pain as Jimmy's cock slid into him. 
"Fuck, it hurts." he whimpered. 


"Shh, itll get better," whispered Jimmy, nipping Robert's earlobe and pushing into him the rest of the way. 
"Gods," he said, "You're so fucking tight... 


Jimmy let himself start slowly thrusting, and let out a soft moan "Stop thrashing about Robert or I'm going to 
come.. right here, right now.." 


Robert heard Jimmy struggle to get the last part out, and took a deep breath. "Okay," he gulped, resting his 


head on a pillow. "You can go on." 

Jimmy nodded, pressing his head into Robert's shoulder blade and thrusting a bit harder, grasping Robert's 
cock in his hand and starting to stroke at the same pace. Robert, finally enjoying himself, took Jimmy's hand in 
his own, tightening his grip, and thrust back onto Jimmy's erection, eliciting a husky moan. 


"Harder, Jimmy." 


Thrusting harder, Jimmy grunted quietly. He felt Robert rocking to greet each of his thrusts, and moaned 
quietly, letting himself speed up a bit. Robert cried out in a great deal of pleasure. 


"Agh, Jimmy." he moaned. Jimmy tightened his grip on Robert's cock a bit more. 

Jimmy thrust far and hard into Robert a few times, finally hitting his prostate, and Robert moaned, crying 
Jimmy's name as he came into his hand and onto the rug. As Robert's body shook with the aftershocks, 
Jimmy came violently inside him, and Robert whimpered quietly at this feeling, still shaking as Jimmy pulled out 
of him, turning over onto his back. Panting very loudly, Robert turned and rested the side of his head on 
Jimmy's chest, over his heart, which was beating fast. He felt Jimmy's arm fall to his shoulders, holding him 
close. 

"Oh God," he murmured, basking in the afterglow of the immense pleasure Jimmy had given him. 

"Yes?" Jimmy grinned, breathing heavily. 


"Piss off" 


"I reckon we should both be pissing off pretty soon, Robert.” 


"Yeah," Robert sighed. "The show must go on" 


Chapter 1 


Back at the Horses, the natives were getting hammered on a heady brew of household ale. 
"Oh!" they all chorused in time. "A 31 bus broke down, in the middle of Camden Town, the lights went ‘Gol the 
driver went ‘Ohl, and the bloomin' ole bus went oomph-pa-pa, oomph-pa-pa, oomph-pa, oomph-pa, oomph-pa- 


pal" 


Glasses were chinked. At a nearby table, a couple of middle-aged banker types sporting bowler hats and grey 
suits shook their heads. 


"| say," said the older-looking suit. "Would you mind keeping it down?" 

"Beg your pardon, sir," giggled lan. 

"This is a respectable establishment, you know," huffed his stocky companion 

"Then we really should be goin’, lads," sniggered Bonzo to the others. 

"Listen here," scolded older-looking-suit. "This my local, | have been coming here long before you scallywags-" 
"Scallywags?" exclaimed Ritchie. The others laughed. 


"Don't mind them, Norman," said stocky-companion to older-looking-suit. "If they cause any trouble, | shall see 


to it that they are barred." 
"What on earth have we done to you?" 


"I don't like the look of you," snorted Norman, "| have no intention of breaking bread with a mob of long-haired, 


filthily obscene drug addicts." 
"Slanderous!" said lan indignantly. "| wash behind me ears, | do." 


Bonzo winked at lan and started shaking violently. lan stifled a laugh, and a look of mock concern adorned his 


face. 


"John, Johnny?" he said. Bonzo shook like a spastic on crack. Ritchie and Jonesy were in stitches. "Do you need a 


fix? Shall | call Trevor for ya?" 
"Y-yes, please..mate," slurred Bonzo. 


Norman shook his oblong head at stocky-companion, who looked around nervously, lest other people were 


witnessing the undignified scene. "Come on, Roald, lets—" 

"ROALD??" exclaimed Bonzo. "What kind of a stupid name is that, eh?" 

The others chortled. 

"Plant!" lan shouted gleefully. "Get your arse over here." 

Robert smiled and waved at the gang from the bar, indicating that he'll be right over. Jimmy was engaged in a 
conversation with the bartender, his back to the others. Ritchie tensed in his seat. All the beer in Britain 
wouldn't blot out Jimmy's usual frosty administrations, and he was getting pretty tired of it. He polished off 


the last of his drink in one hefty gulp and lit a cigarette. Two could play this game. 


"Jimbo, we were gettin’ worried man," said Bonzo as Jimmy and Robert finally joined them at the table, each 


clutching a pint and a packet of crisps. 


"Call me Jimbo again and I'll give you a reason to be worried, Bonham," Jimmy said. "lan, Ritchie," he nodded at 


the Deep Purple members. 
"Hello Jimmy, good to see you mate," said lan cheerfully and raised his pint. 
"Is it?" Jimmy raised a brow. 


Robert rolled his eyes. "Don't pay any attention, lan, he's pissed off that ‘Black Night has knocked ‘Immigrant 
Song’ off the French charts." 


Ritchie chuckled. 

"Don't give a toss about the French charts," Jimmy snorted and took a swig of ale. 
"Quel dommage," said Ritchie. "You should." 

Jimmy exhaled a long trail of smoke and glared at Ritchie. 

"Now now, boys," said Bonzo. "Behave." 


"Hey Jimmy," smiled lan brightly. "I would love to catch you live at the NEC next month, any chance of getting 


us some tickets? | realise they were all sold out, but-" 


"Sure, lan," grinned Jimmy. "I hear there are still some available on the black market, going for £30 a piece. 


You can get ‘em there." 


"Oh," lan murmured. "Yeah, I'll have a look" 


"He's only kidding, mate," Jonesy sighed. "Ill get you some tickets tomorrow." 

"Yeah," chuckled Jimmy. "We'll invoice your record company." 

Bonzo muffled a laugh. Robert gave Jimmy a little kick under the table. 

"Tell me something, Page, why are you such an arsehole?" spat Ritchie. 

"Ritchie, leave it," lan whispered. "Its not worth it" 

"No," Ritchie raised his voice angrily. "I'd really like to know actually, what the fuck is your problem?" 
"Gotta week, Blackmore?" Jimmy muttered and stubbed out his cigarette. 

Bonzo took a deep breath. "Guys-" 


"Nah, nah," Ritchie sneered. "I wanna hear this. The mighty Jimmy Page is gonna tell me what his fucking 
problem is. The moment should be immortalised." 


"That was a four syllable word," Jimmy leered. "I didn't know you had it in you, Blackmore." 


"Right," Ritchie stood up with a thump, his fists clenched, his face twisted into a snarl. "You wanna finish this 


outside Page?" 
Jimmy laughed. "| wouldn't touch you with a beanpole." 


"Cause you're a fucking coward!" shouted Ritchie. "It's all well and cosy puting on airs and giving me shit in 


front of your mates, but lets see how tough you are on your own, huh?" 


"Alright, gentlemen," said Robert firmly. "Can we depart with the show of strength and fistful of attitude? 


We're all decent, civilised young men, and there's no n-" 
"Pha!" snorted Norman from the adjacent table. "Civilised, indeed." 


"Do you wanna fuck off to wherever the fuck your live your fucking little life or do | need to fuck you off 
there myself you fuck?" Ritchie growled at him. 


"Budapest is a city of two halves, did you know?" blurted lan, and took a jumpy swig of his beer. 
"Eh?" Bonzo frowned. 


"Uh huh," lan continued. "I've never been myself, but apparently there's a hill-top Buda and downtown Pest, split 


by the River Danube." 


"That so?" commented Jonesy. He winked at Bonzo and took a drag of his cigarette. Robert smiled and eased 
back in his seat, motioning Ritchie to follow suit. 


"Yeah," enthused lan. "I'd love to visit Hungary, you know. Actually, the thing I'd like to do now more than 


anything is to kick back and enjoy an al fresco dinner on the shores of Lake Geneva" 

"Dream on," mumbled Ritchie and sat down. "We have a fight schedule until after the new year.” 
"Yes, master." lan rolled his eyes. 

"| think one of the most beautiful places I've ever been to is Bologna,” said Jimmy. 

"Spain?" asked Bonzo 


"No, you idiot," groaned Jimmy. "It's in Italy. We were there in April, remember? It's renowned as one of the 


most beautiful cities in Europe." 

"Especially the great central square of Piazza Maggiore,” said Ritchie, almost to himself. 

Jimmy raised an eyebrow at that. "You been there?" 

"Yep," replied Ritchie. "Purple were on tour there with the Faces in ‘69" 

| see" 

"Right, I'm outta beer, anyone?" asked Ritchie and stood up. 

"Yes please, Ritch, | could use a refill," lan said. 

"Thanks mate," Jonesy smiled. 

"l'm good, ta," said Bonzo. Robert shook his head. 

Ritchie nodded. "And you two?" he looked at Norman and Roald, who were still sitting there, gawking at them 
from the other table. The pair mumbled something under their breath and looked in the other direction. The 
lads chuckled and Ritchie walked off to the bar. 


"Thanks, lan," Jimmy said after a moment's silence. 


"For what?" 


"You know what I'm talking about,” sniffed Jimmy and lit up a cigarette. "You got us out of an unpleasant 


situation. And we'll get you those damned tickets, okay.” 
"Cheers," lan smiled. 
"You kinda owe Ritchie an apology, Jimmy," Robert smiled. 


"Who died and made you Chief Adjudicator?" said Jimmy. Then he rolled his eyes and got up. "Okay, | guess 


someone oughta help Blackmore with the drinks.” 
"That's the spirit," Robert beamed at Jimmy as he stalked off to the bar. 


"Well, aren't you a radiant little bugger this evening," observed Jonesy. "Where the fuck were you and Jimmy 


all evening anyway?" 

"Yeah," slurred Bonzo, peering into the depths of his beer glass. 

Robert smiled coyly. "Nothing much," he murmured. "Just had a listen to some of today's recordings.’ 

"Did you really? Cheeky buggers," Jonesy smiled. "Any good?" 

"Oh yeah," grinned Robert. "Itll knock you out" 

"| hope it's not too good, Plant" lan said with a wink 

"What's too good?" inquired Jimmy who returned to the table with Ritchie. 

They handed lan and Jonesy their beers and sat down, exchanging smiles. They had obviously sorted out their 
differences at the bar, the others observed in relief, and the conversation flowed on in consummate ease. 
Forty minutes later, after having discussed music, Jimi Hendrix's recent demise, and the war in Vietnam, the 
topic of conversation gradually progressed to their shoddy love lives. 

‘Chicks, seriously," lan sighed. "Sometimes | wonder why | fucking bother." 


"Don't be so glum," chuckled Robert. "But it is hard, I'll give it to ya" 


"Fuck yeah," shuddered Ritchie, remembering the crazed fan from Ally Pally. "Are you over your wife, Robert, 


or are you still aching for her?" 
Robert glanced at Jimmy and smiled. "Nah, | am totally over her." 


"Met anyone new?" lan asked. 


"No," replied Robert and finished his beer. "No one..new." 
Jimmy smiled. "And you, Ritchie?" he inquired. 
"I kinda fancy lan, actually," replied Ritchie plainly. 


lan regurgitated on his beer and Bonzo smacked his back, making it worse, while the others howled drunkenly in 


unison. 

"Agh, Ritchie," lan finally said when he stopped choking, ‘No offense, man, but | think you're bloody horrible. 
"You're sacked, Gillan, off you go" 

"Bloody fag," sniffed lan "I knew that's why you took me on’ 

"Well, it wasn't for your singing abilities," lilted Ritchie. "IIl fell ya that much" 

"Is it true, lan," chuckled Jonesy. "That you were a fucking model before you joined Deep Purple?" 


"What do you take me for, David Gilmore?" retorted lan, feeling increasingly uncomfortable with the overtones. 


| advertised a cologne is all." 

Jonesy and Ritchie looked at eachother. "Fucking modell" they howled. 

"Well I'm not gonna apologise for being good looking," lan sneered. "Dickheads." 
"Don't worry, luv, as long as you're making money." 


"What the fuck's that suppose to mean, Ritchie?" shouted lan. "| don't find your crooked innuendos very funny. 
Just because you're a fucking shirt-lifting queer doesn't mean the rest of us are." 


Jimmy sneaked a quick glance at Robert and fiddled with his lighter. 
"Damn," exclaimed Ritchie. "Is this pick-on-Ritchie night or have | struck a nerve there?" 


"Fuck you!" lan growled and stormed out of the pub. 


